SUNDAY MORNINGS

I was always content, when with him, to listen
to him; and I never knew him repeat himself,
About English portrait painting in particular he
knew a prodigious amount. He united in singular
degree a power of distinguishing good from bad
painting with a predominant interest in the
character and fortunes of painter and sitter. He
had little use for landscape painters, and as little
for foreign painters. English portrait painting,
English people, English country life, the English
past, were his lifelong interests; and his eye for
character had stored his mind with thousands
of odd little stories about everybody he had met,
from the greatest Victorians to the smallest
moderns. He might have written a most en-
gaging, voluminous, and peculiar volume of
reminiscences. He was often urged to dictate
his materials, for he spoke a book a day; he
said he would do so, but I doubt if he did.
Possibly to him it may have seemed that a man
of such apparent vitality and health of body and
mind had plenty of time in front of him, I also
thought that; we had promised ourselves for
this year another week of hunting in corners that
we had missed. We shall not have it now.
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